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THE CHORUS GIRL
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silghtly confusal In order to get a grasp on his sur-
Moundings and the charaoier of his visitor before
groeting him.

“Howdy, Buck?” he sald, adjusting h!s revoiver as
he nwmﬁ half round in his chalr that he might
reach hiy weapon more readlly In an emergency.
“How ar$ you faring?’

‘So-80."" replled MuvKes, pumnv Trotm his pocke! a7

bag of tobacso and papers and deftly rolling & bdut-
terfly cigarette. ‘““Just back from ‘Juarez'"

Terrill smiled knowingly.

“That means a l1ot" he mnuerri

YBut yer life,”” laughed McKee. *“Dead broke.
Xevyr had s0 much fun in my life. Slipped my roll
ovey the boan'. That brand of whiskey they shove
ovér the bar a: the Lone Siar suttenly ix no dream.”
/The sounder of the telegraph had béfun agala its
ciicking. Terrlil faced the table. MoKees moved

| gradually toward the opening of the miling.

“"How about tho Apaches?’ asked McKee as he {
‘#lvly hitched bis revolver. !
“Heard nothin® yet,” answered Terrill. *“This s/

about money. Eonding $31,000 grwn to the paymaster.
Must get it off on No. 2 to-night.’*

McKee hnd  noirelessly slipped behind Terrill's
chair.  His Tips twitched nervously. FHis eyes nar-
rowed. Every move of the agent's blg shoulders and |
hand at the key was studied Intemtly. McKee's'
rs graspei the butt of his revolver. Leaning
il In Liis eagerness he sald: “Got it with you?”’
“Sure,” answered. Terrill unthinkingly. . Realizing

' The Crime at Florencq.

ROM the rallroad sta-
tion westward the ralls]
drifted to a shimmering

broke ths monotony of
the roll of the plains te
tho uplands

The town, a 'mile awny, nlep'. through the torrid
midday hours of Arizona.

Drowsily a telegraph ooundof chattered. and chir-
ruped. It was a through” wire carriel over moun-
tain and plain from L& Junta to Tucson,

O!4 man Terrill agent, operntor, express mes-
senger, a mercyry of the frontier, 'had cut in on the
wire to cateli tlie news of the
AMarket reporie, tragedies of lands beyond seas,
commdies of ife in graat cities, tales of battles and
sudden deaths had lost all Interest to him. He
xvut‘d the telling only of an uprising of
“Apachss and the pursuit by Crook.

Terrill was one of the oldest setfers In the Terri-
tory, driftwood of the days when the Sante Fe trafl
was the great highway from Omabha to the South-
west,

Once the daring head rider of the pony express, a
palr of black eyea lurad him into an eddy when the
construction gang of the
He remained at Florence as ranillroad and expreas
agent. In the tong bours betwean traing he Irarned
telegraphy, sraduailly adding the title
ments of operator to his manifold @uties.’
*ASs agent of the express company, he played the
part of the loca? banker and safe deposit for the
paymaster, making a cashler's drawer -of rn Inside
walsicoat pocket He losXed up his funds with an

enormous safety pin by the simple process of (asten-
ing the money and arders to the lning {f the gare!

mant, keep!ng it under his pillow at night. For de-
fense ha carried a revolver swung at  his  lip.
T.oosely hung, easily reached, his auickness on
draw in the Rour of need and acuracy of
made him a formidable jantagonist

Florence had been a stéttlemeant about a spring be-

fere the 1t of tha ralircad. ‘Bullders of the line
kot Into trouble with the lnk:n!\l|;xnlp. In revenge
they located the statlen half a mi'e ‘Away frodf, the

advnr

well, thlnking new setilers would come to them. In
this they were dleappointad. The polnt was an {so-
lated one and the station s deserted spot belwesn
trains, 3

Even the sounder ceasvd its tickings. ¥rom the

wandarirg breoze tossed up lttle dust.
the trail.  Terrill's head fell forward
Aronsed by the abook, he gilarced
Arowslly about him, Heat waves danced before the
open window, Deop sllence hung over' his littls
worfd. Again his ¢vellds closed, his head dropped.
and slowly he slipped into sleep. |
Down the bed ¢! an arroyo, winding through
buttes out and chiselied into strange, fantastic
shapes by the rapld .action of water in floodtime, !
until a deep valley or draw had been made, a

mounining a
devils down
with a Jerk.

man, ciad as a cowboy of the ‘!outhwu(, )uuouslv,

crept.

Ho wore a coarse’ flannel Q
throat. About hls neck was a handkerchler. ]F
riding overalls were tucked into Yigh boots with
Bpanleh heels and long apurs. A Mexlcan hat with
A bead band topped a head covered Wwith coarse
black halr, for “Buaky” McKee was a

uhirt, loosened at

Taffapring of a teamster and a Choctaw squaw,

s

‘ He was born 1n
wandered

the Btrip, dut

) fn boyhont haa
info “Arizona,

Fis past record was bhad.,

¥t never had been Inqulred fnto closely ~thy—ily ac-|

quuintances. The cusiom of the countr¥ sn “iin-
written law as strong as the statutes of the Mades
and Persians, prevenied wmen from a«)ﬂn; One ane
other of thelr past performances.

Reaching the mouth of the draw almoat apposite
the mallroad statlon, Mol(‘o.‘ carefully meanncd the
surroundings,| He glaneed back to a clump of
mesquite, wbere his horse, . in the care of Anothas
rider, “Bud’" Lane. ¢ young bﬂmco buster, had the
animals in charge. '

Sbhndows had begun to fall across the hilly. Bave
for the vulture floating high in tha alr ant » *ying|
thing. was in sight. With the (cution of a coyola

‘McKee crept to the atation door and pesred blink. |

' ingly Into the tvom The change from the glaring

MghiTt|tha Aay 6o tha shaden thlerier biinded him |

point on the borizon.|
Dregry wastes ol l.lnd,j
glistening | white. under|
thsa burnished sun,
crowned with clumps.
of grasish-green  sige
brush, stretcbed to the
enciroling " rin. of hills i
Cact! and yucca palms/

passing world. |

the [

raflrond  moved onward,.

and emolu- !

the '
alm

half-breed, l

tha foolishness of his reply he pgasped. “Why—|
what''—- T . e

Tne zentence was never completed. ol A

McKoe had drawn his revolver with the quickness
iof the leap of a panther arn! covered Terriii

#*Then hand it over,' coolly repiied McKee.

Once having his victim in his power, all the innate
cruelty
the surlﬁre Terrill was at his mercy. For one des-
perate moment he would play with him: even'tor-
'ture him as his forefathers had once made miserable
{the last moments of a captive. He knew that tinless
he silenced Terrill s life must pay the forlfeft.

e
ey

iias h})'mﬂ-

\‘v

escape the clutches of the desperals axpress agent

His feet had left the floor and he was swinging In
the afr before his finger pressed the trigger,

There was a muffied report

The two men féll in a heap on the floor, McKes on
top.

Pazed and shaken, McKee scramblod to his feet,
L The alr was pungent with the odor of po.wder smoke.

Terrill rolled over on his skle, trembled convul-
sively and dfed. He had sacrificed his life for duty.

MeKee quickly unfastened the pin and seized e
roll of bilis. Bidmming through the package, he
smildd with satisfaction to see that most of It
was In gmall bills and none of them stained.

Carefully avolding the fast forming pool of blood
which was oozing from the hole {n the doad man's
head bhe burried to the door.

A glance showed him the coast was clsar, Run-
ning across the tracks he hastened up the draw and
jotned Lane, who was walting for him with impa-
tience. In silence they mounted and rode toward the
mesa, McKee's horse pacing across the level ground

| before breaking into a lope.

“Why 44 you shoot?' gasped Lane.
‘“He drew on me” snaricd MoKee.
half, Shut up!"

Toward the evening shadows 1ode the two men.

“You'll get
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Allen rambled on, telling Payson how he had mot
old John Chisholn down Parls-Texag way and how
they had established the famous Chisholm cattle trail
at great cost of suffering and thousands of cattle,

“I went through that awful winter of ‘71" con-
tinued Allen. ‘It started with a storm of s!e(: feing

The Desperate Fight in the Railway Station
- Which Ends in the Death of Old Man Terril,

- of the Indian blood of his ancestors flashed to |

The Lover W ho Vanished

2 Dick Lane.

‘Death was the penalty of detection. The arm of the
‘expresg company was long. Ultimate capture was

certain,  Pursued. out of Arizona by the Bheriff, he
would be tralled through every camp atd town in the
Far West, '

With an oath Terrill tried to rise and face his an-
tagonis, reaching for hia revolver as he did so. The
 butt of his meapon had caught in the arm o.’ the
chalr, hampering his movements.

McKee threw him roughly back Into the chalr.

“Theow up your hands* ha ¢ried. “Don't try
that!''

Up went Terrill's blnu high over his head. He
foced the opep window. Not a sign of help was In
slght. (

Quickly the agent turned over In MMs mind schemes
o foil McKee, who now s=tood behind him with the
muzzla of ;his revolver prissing Into the middle. of
his back. Pach was rejected before half concelved.

MoeKee laughed sneeringly, saying: “You eughtn't
to he so carelesa to show where you cache your roll.
Worse than & senordia with a stook!ng. 8he never
keaps a whole pair when Manuel is playing fars.™

Terrill made no ‘teply. Hls hope ol escaps was
Islowly fading.

AfeKee had reached his left hand over his pris-
oner's &houlder to dlsarm Terrill, who movel slightly
pway from him, drawing in his tect asche ¢'d wo.

One chance had ¢ome to him. He knew thiat If he
{fnllel death was cerialn, but that one opportunits
,munt be taken. Tt was an old wrestler's trick—one
lwith which he hdd conguérei others In the rough
games of the corral,

Again Teirill moved to the rigit l‘l‘l further under
MeKee, who had to extend nhls arn and body far
bevond 81 upright posttion, Boldinx his revolver

for the instant, The heavy breathing of the lleopar}n;.amyx 'rorrlh tlandicupped hilm in his movements.

startied him. He paused for p_moment only.
& mlow, satisfied smile he -u-lxhtmml uT and walked
with ansimad carelessness and clanking spurs to the
railing whieh cut off uJ agent’'s spage, In which !
wero a table anll a ticket rack, from the remalnder
of ths walting-room.

. T™he nolse awa«enad Terriy. um all men accus.
tomed 10 emergencles, he was fully eonsclous as
“umncmom rummmh

Wit |

With ! a quick tuwri Terrlil grasped Mokeo's left
larm, Jerking It down sharply on hiy shouider. Wity
‘his right hamd he grasped the baek of his antag.
mls( s neck, puiling his head downward aml Inward,
Using hiz shoulder for a fulcrum, with a mighty
heave of it legs und back he “013}“ 1o toss M: hec

The buxzard droppsd lower In the sky. Death end/
allence brooled’ ove: the railrpad station. (

CGAPTER II,
Jack Payson and Echo Allen.

IM ALLEN was tho sole owner and pro-'

]

prietor of Allen Haclenda, His ranch
stretched for miles up and down the
Sweetwatsr valley., Bounded on the east|

and west by the foothills, the tract was
one of the garden spols of Arisena, Southward
jay the Sweefwnter Raneh owned ‘by Jack Payson,
Northward wad the homwa ranch of the Lazy K, an|
outfit ever at petty war with the other scttlers in'
the district. i : i

After many adventures. with rising agd falling for- |
tunes, Allen bad foupdod a hoxe on the H\wu-’

water and was now one of the cattle barons of tle!
frsat BSoathwest, Prosperity fhind not spofled him.
Cateless In his attilre, cordial In his manner, hes was
& man who waa loved and respected by his men, ,
from the newaost (endrrrnol to tlhe ‘e(fran of the!'
banlk Dovse. £)

Allen was nhod oy the plazza of the haclenda,
reminlscing with joung Jack Payson, a suftor for
the hand of his davghter, Echo. The Hullding was
of the oid Mexioan siyvle, au architecture found Ly
centuriea of experiance to be sultel best for
elimate and the materials of the Jana,

‘orer his lead.

So surprissd for an hp(am was ihe eowbny by tha
enddanness of the ﬂud‘ ihat he made no oﬂon to

Tt was only one wtory In height and sprawled over &
wide c:m of grouad. s

-

(md ma have| had romie ‘hard times in our Vay,

th "l

AW’
devot dmirer,

i lx
: ....,,.,..M.mmw'?‘

gpht. If aho wants to marry a Eowmin, well and
good. I ruther you would havw her, Jack., than
any man I know, hnt it sure ix gntn to be a wrench
to have her go nway.”

*You ocannot Keep her always, ['ncle.”

"No, that's so. Hut be good to her, Jack, and play
Cair, she'll never forgive sou. I'm goin' fn l
reckom you'll want to see the girl and not me now.’
“Hera shie comes now [rom her rnh"‘-
“S8o Jong, Unecle,” sald Jack, gruplnt
rancher’s hand warmly,

Echo Allen was a true }w«amnn of the plains coun-
try. With dark hair, a clear complexion, a pleasing
countenance, she combined the dellicacy of a city
woman with the hardihood and ths independence of
a girl accustomed to taklng care of herssif on ths
plains. ‘8he could ride with the mteadiness of a cow-
boy and knew 'all the tricka of the ponles In her
father's corral.

Home from school, she had thrown away her long
frocks and donned a ‘akirt.reaching just below the
knees. The blouea was loose, allowing her free nlriy
for her arms and shoulders. ILaced boots reached to
her knees. A sombrerdp and riding gloves co!npleled,
her riding atlire,

* Polly, companion, cousin and friend, who delighted
to describe herself as a poor relation, shared her

or

the old

sparingly from his
precious to him at’
soughit,

canteen. | Water was
the moment 'than the gold' B8
For days he had ridden and tolled, studys.
ing the' bpterap of ledges, climbing every land siipy
ever looking far the lost lode of the Aztecs,

Traditions of! fost mines are plentiful in Arisony

and Northern Mexico, First taken up by the

Invaders of thres hundred years ago from the native
Ind ans,

nhome and life on the range. She was of another type !

of beauty. From some ancestor she had inherited!
her blond halr, with blue eyes and a nose fust in-|
clined to tilt, Kind and lovable, she delighted to!

tease the men folk, who positively adored her.

a fact she took no pains to conceal. -
her champion and her slave was |
8lim Hoover, the fat Sherifl,

Mres. Allen was as putty in the handg of the girls,
but ruled Allen by weeping In every emergency. As
the girls were on his side he asually got his way In
the end.

The househnld was typical of ‘the ‘mﬁmrou: ranch-
man’'s home In the Southwest. The bunkhouss of the
cnwhoys was near the Sweetwater. The foreman d4id

“ His feet had left the floor and he was swinging in the air.”

the sod and never let up.  We lost thousands of ‘cattle
a/md hofees, Just naturally dled of starvation an<d
cold. We skinne$ some of them, but moat was Jeft
for the wolves. Out of three stations after that atorm

| we shipped 100,000 hides.' '

The siorm was the end of Adilons as a cattle town
Eilsworth had the cpll. With Newton It shared . the
honors of belng “The wicke'est town in the West."

It ‘sure was a lvely place. Jack, when I was a
youngster there. waa no Sunday weat of*Newton and

wo God went n’”" ueblo, We lived hard snd role
harder. It r""\\'\n tough.' ]
80 I've heard, but we're nat saints here yet.™
‘“That’s iy 'n( Tell me, hfw you beard anything
of Dick Lane?”’

!
'.'..\'n more than what you know. The Apaches got

poar Diek two vears ago. 'Yuey. never got the Loy,
hut ydu kK the reést. That bringas up wimt—§ want
to alk to you abont. Unala Diek, 1 want to marry
| Echo.  Y9u kuow sghe was engnjzed to Dick, but she
oves me now and 1 askel her to have me, and sha
says she will, T want you to give your consent.”

“Echo 13 a mighty good girl" réflectad Allen. ''She
1{.1 never given me aj hour's worry, Ma and her
but
{oho el never whimpered. I made up my mind to
zive her the best 1 had when the time came, and she
sure EOf “It.  Her schoolin’ naver spoiled her, 8he
got-fight down 1o 1t latker them <idoes In the East,
teas the sume aa if abs never had been out'em Our

Dreaming Only of LobYe.

" Jack Payson and Echo Allen.

all the business with the owner and (the men rarely
| came 1o the house except whan they were invited.
For months they were On the trall or the round up.
Allen rode with them ,leaving the women foik to take

‘| eare of the home raneh with Mexican help.

It was intn this home Jack Payson ocame aiwoolng,
He had won the heart of &cho, although she had
given her word to Dick Lane to wait for him. Two
years had passed. Dick was reported dead, slain by

the Apaches, At lul Eohno ylelded)to Jack's persua-
sions.

Jack helped her dismount at the corrnl gate. Lead-
Ing her Into the garden, he told her he bud won her
father's consent and asked her to hurry and name
the day.

laying her hand in hi¥x she smlled shyly !n his
eyes and sald:. A month from to-day, Jack."
month,” “answered Jack, as he kissed

“*Ona

har,

more

CHAPTER III.
And What About Dick Lane?

BT OWN an old Apache trall in the Ghost Range
in Nurthwestern  Mexioo, across the
Atizona line, two years before the atory
apens, & prospector made his way on horse-
Lack., His burro, ladened with a bedroll,

plc‘k.

sun,
fron drawn from the puddiers’
burnt the wayfarer,

The river halted iy hoves to rest. He drank

furnace, soorched anl

1lum for conquost.
But Bud Lane, a youthtul horse wrangler, was her | been lald waste, whole bands of adventurers h‘.
Her |gone in the deserts in the searéh of these mines

tryir/k pan, battersd coffee pot and pack, cure-
fuliy plcked his way after him,
Nut a breath of alr stirred the pines on tha
mountainside. On zthe leéeveis the cackus Haunted
Its blood-red flowers like burning torches at noon-|
day. Little dust desllg would arisg without” reason,
spin violently and wiirl down the pathway, to ba
lost in the nothingness from which thoy sprang
Loose stoner, dlspiiced |Hy the horses’ hoofs, elat-|
terod down the hiliside, UreaXing the awful stillnesa|
which huny avir \;uiz--)\ and mountainside, 'p,._,l

balanced In mid-heaven ko a ball of heatled]

vague,
to any definite data. Over the mountainsg always
'llna the road. Hundreds of lives have been sscle
{ficed, cruely _unparallsled praotisad upon innovemt
jmen, worhen anfl children, by gold seekers in thely
Prosperous Indian villages have'

never to return.
The Indians learmed to avold the mountaing whioy
coat them so dearly. In them dwelt ovil spirita,

gods,
Dick Tans was only one of the thousands who had

Aztecs. Casting axide the staries of Indiang and the
fictitloun maps of the Miasion Fathers, he had relied

goldficlds. His' trip had yielded no mdm He bad
made up His mind to retrmce his way to Arizona,
marry Eclho Allen, settle down on a ranch and ool
after his holdings {n Disbee,

Dick Lane and Jack Payson were chums from boge '
'm«L Dick was the elder. -Tall, wiry, he was of the
type of man whose appearance did not suggest the
physical strength he possessed. Much of his life was
spenit in the feld as a prospector. In these ventures
Dick and Jack wers partners. Jeck had staked him
for his present trip; which was ending in a fadlure

Lane was not of a highly romantio temperamend,
[H}a, woolng of Echo had not beon tempestuous. Xey
big playfellow and guardian In childhood, she In early
girihood had promised to marry him without Enowink
hiet own mind fully. For her, it scemed & matter of
oourse. In hours of stress hs had helped her fathem,
Ho was so truly in love with her that when he askel
her to be his wife, sho had agreed without hesitetion,
8he Joved him, it was true, but whather R was ¢ ba
memhvooruw&mmwnmm
to know.

At the o8l m¢ the Oadlﬂtymctﬂohsmh.
boulder strewn wvaley ¢ avold the extreme beat of
the day. Lane eased up the girth and loosened iss
pack on the burro. He took ¥ Winchester from the
saddle bolster and iald the rifie beside his cantoems
Staking out his animals to iiibble et the spacis
gowlh of grass, he made a f(rugal nweal of
bread and cold fried bacon.

Although apparently alone in the wilds, he
careful outiook for Apaches. Allen had bewn
field for three months. So he had not
recent outbreak. The United States troops
the Indians over the border, where the Mexican
Rumales had taken up the pursult. Wih one

hetind them and another trying head them off, the
Apaches had turned sharply to left and pifinged

into the Superstition Range.
Allen's trall, but, koowing he was alone, planned to
trap thelr quarry when the hour was moro opportine. -

The Mexiran soldlers had pressed the Infilans pe~
verely, Even now the band was less than an heur
hehind thas prospector, following the same trail.
Lans, the Indlans had halted for a brief respite from
howrs on horseback, sending a scout ahead to spy
out the trail. Lying flat on his belly, his head’ hgden
by a mesquita bush, fhe Agache peered dovm the
valley. A wreath of smoke from Déok’s pipe ﬂw
{aly in the air betrayed him.

Hf

uc-uuoualruh.dmouu.
Lane had been musing over
n&n
used his

and day dreaming over a

anort of the horse aroused

fully loosened his cartridge belt and
hammer of his rifle to ascertain whether
ng properly. Backing to the foot of &
which towered above him, protecting him from ate
tacks in the rear, he searched the trall with his eyea
Not a algn of life was evident,

The horse had renewed Its grazing,

Danper seemed to be as ramote as in an Engtiell
garden on a midsummer's day, .

But as he gazed up the mountaln he saw & busly
shake as if stirred by a passing breath of air, and o
irifie ball spat spltefully agalnst the wall above his
head, powdering him with the splintered stons.

‘““I'is Apaches'' he orled, dodging bdxlu & walsth
high boulier,

A long silance followed the frst bhot. Dick hun
the Indians were creeplng up slowly on him,

Ocoasionnlly he could detect a slight quiver In »
clump of,sage brush or hear a stone slip and fatntly
fall. Once he caught sight of a head at the skyline
of a butte, but it disappeared so mbmplly h. couu
not take aim.

Ddck waited in patience, krfowing that befou the
sun was an hbur older he would elthar be dead or
have all the fighting he warnted for o litetime. He
laid cartridges in a row beside him to reach them
more. casily and quickly when the Indlans made &

Only when forced to take refuge in them by purs
suing soldiers would they dare the anger of thels.

been led Into the search for the lost mine of ‘the

they have been passsd down to each subsws

quent knflux of white men. The directions are always |
The Inquirer eannot pin his informant down -

upon experience in tracing the jéads from Northern

ruph. He knew the Apachea would not coms inte
{ the open until they had exhausted all, c!'.’urt‘ to kM
nim wwithout e sing themselves.

The horss draggoed at its picket rope, neighing M
| snodtng. 1 firra. lags. exeltab'e, rmn in. clrolem .
wifh the stone to which he bad been secured as &
plvot .

Siowly the min xed

(4 antinued,)

{ . v g
| This great American romance

will be continued in daily instan
mcnts uu{tu cumplctcd
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